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Hope's Haven! Kristina Olsen
CHI Mr. Higgins
Hope sat curled up in her favorite chair. Only the flickering glow from the television lit the
small living room. It was a cold December night and there was a dusting of newly fallen snow on
the already frozen ground. Hope sat in the dark apartment waiting for her mother to come home
from work.
The door opened and a burst of frosty air sent chills through Hope's warm little body.
"Mommy!", she cried as her mother struggled in the door, weighted down with her heaviest
coat, her purse, and a few bags of groceries. Her drooping eyelids told of her long bus ride home
from the downtown department store.
"Hi, sweetheart. I'm so glad to be home". Her mother took off her shoes and rubbed her sore
feet. She pulled Hope into her arms and held her close for a long embrace. Her mother's
shoulders began to pulse gently. She wouldn't release Hope from her clutches.
"Mommy, are you alright? What's 'a matter?" She made an effort to pull back for a moment
to catch a glimpse of her mother's face. It was splotchy and red and tears trickled down her rose-
colored cheeks, still cold from the night air.
She wiped her tears and smiled brightly at her daughter. "I'm sorry, Honey. It was just a long
day. Let's go make some dinner."
The two of them worked together on dinner. Mother cooked while Hope set the table for two
in the comer of the pale yellow kitchen. They talked and giggled about Hope's day at school.
Mother told her about the look on Mr. Higgins face when he had tipped over the rack ofladies'
lingerie with his sizeable belly. Hope laughed until her sides ached and the comers of her mouth
felt as if they would split. Then Mother's face grew sullen again.
CH2
"Hope, 1need to talk to you about something. Today Mr. Higgins told me that they are going
to close our store. We haven't been making much money since the big, fancy department stores
opened at the new mall." She put her hands on her hips, stuck out her belly, and said in a low
voice, "A little store like ours just can't compete." Hope recognized her mother's imitation of
Mr. Higgins, the jovial store manager. They both chuckled a little, but again her mother's face
took on a distressed look. "That means that 1won't have ajob anymore after the fifth of the
month."
The two of them were silent for a few moments. Mother continued to stir the sauce pan.
"Well, anyway." she broke in, "I'll need to get the morning paper and start looking for a new job,
huh?"
Hope and her mother ate their dinner and then went back into the living room. They turned on
their small black and white television and cuddled up together on the loveseat to watch their
favorite evening shows. All that could be seen in the dark room was a large crack that ran down
the wall. Mother ran her hand through Hope's dish-water-blonde hair from time to time and
looked down at her adoringly. She said, "I love you so much." and they both smiled lovingly at
one another.
Later that night Mother tucked Hope into her bed in the small alcove between the living room
and kitchen. The soft yellow light from the kitchen poured through the crack in the door.
Together they sang the song that Mother had written for Hope when she was a baby. They had
sung it every night that Hope could remember.
Smiling faces do 1 see,
One is you and one is me,
We are happy as can be,
Happy all the day long.
Mother kissed Hope goodnight and she drifted off to sleep warm and full.
CH 3 Money Trouble
For weeks Mother drew red circles all over the classified section of the local paper. Together
they would walk across the street to the convenience store. Hope's mother used the pay-phone to
call the numbers she had circled. Then she would buy Hope a slushy and they would head back
home. The days were clear and bright, but still frigid. Mother thought Hope was silly for buying
slushies in the winter, but they were her favorite. Hope's tongue would get very cold and when
she swallowed she could feel the icy crystals sliding down her throat and into her stomach. Her
whole body would shiver and then they would laugh together.
One evening just as the sun dipped down behind the gray mountains in the west, Hope
and her mother took their usual walk to the convenience store. Hope watched the passing cars
and listened to the sounds of the city all around her while her mother made her phone calls.
"Yes, sir. Thank you very much for your time." said Mother and she hung up the phone.
Mother stood there staring at the lifeless pay-phone. Hope watched her mother intently as a
large, shiny tear welled up in Mother's eye and splashed down onto her quivering cheek.
"It's okay, Mommy. Let's just go get our slushy and go home."
"Baby, I don't have enough money left for a slushy tonight. My last paycheck just ran
out. I'm just glad the rent's paid," Mother said with a sigh.
Hope and mother walked home quietly tonight. A brisk wind rushed past them bringing a
biting chill. The night air grew colder as the sun set farther down behind the mountains. The soot
in the city air was so thick you could almost taste it. Hope grabbed her mother's hand and they
crossed the threshold to the tiny, dark apartment building. Mother dropped her coat and purse
onto the loveseat and shuffled into the kitchen. Hope sighed deeply and followed. Mother had
opened the sparsely filled cabinet to pull out some food for their supper.
"There's not much left, huh?" asked Hope.
''No, Honey, there's not. I'm going to have to take the bus down to the welfare office
tomorrow and see if we can get food stamps. Will you be alright here by yourself?"
"Sure! I've done it plenty of times. Don't worry 'bout me." Hope said proudly. She was
only in the third grade, but she was known to be very mature for her age. It was her most prized
attribute. The teacher could always count on Hope to be responsible for class duties.
CH 4 Mother
The next morning Hope awoke to the sound of the shower. The morning light had just
begun to creep into the dark apartment. A bright beam lay on the warped and rutted, dark wood
floor as it spilled in through the small diamonds in the window. Hope yawned and stretched and
shuffled across the floor into the bathroom. The plastic bottoms on the feet of her footie- pajamas
made a peculiar squeaking sound on the cold, shiny floor.
"Mornin', Mommy." she said over the beating of the water.
"Good morning, Angel. You're up awfully early." replied Mother. The knobs squealed as
she turned them off. She wrapped the towel around herself and stepped out of the shower. Hope
saw her long, dark hair and her young, pretty face. Her mother was a beautiful woman. Hope
thought she was the most beautiful woman in the world. Her long, thin lines and crystal blue
eyes bore her youthful splendor, but the dark shadows beneath her eyes and the lines across her
face told of hardship and worry of someone well beyond her years.
"When I grow up, I want to be just like you, Mommy", Hope stated very matter-of-factly.
"Oh, no you don't. You don't want to be like me. You're too smart a girl and I have high
hopes for you. Don't you ever let anything stand in the way of your dreams. Someday you'll
wake up and wonder where your life has gone." Mother looked at the mirror, but she seemed to
look past it, into some other world.
As Mother readied herself for the long bus ride, Hope made herself a bowl of cereal.
Mother came into the kitchen and joined her at the table.
"Now you know the rules. You're not to leave the house and you're not to answer the
door. You never know who could be lurking around this place.", Mother cautioned.
"I know, 1know. 1won't", Hope replied. She normally followed the rules. She knew her
mother had made them to protect her. It was a bad part of town where they lived and she didn't
want anything to happen to her. It would be too hard for her mother to handle.
"You go on and have a good day, Mom", she said as grown-up and responsibly as she
could.
Mother chuckled, sensing the facade. "Alright, sweetheart. 1 love you. Just remember
what 1 told you." She kissed Hope on the top of her head, gathered her things, and headed out the
door.
CH5 The News
The apartment was suddenly quiet, too quiet. Hope wished her mother would come back
and decide not to go, but she knew, too, that they needed food. She sat there listening to the
silence for a moment, and went to turn on the TV to watch cartoons. She watched cartoons and
re-runs all day long. She occasionally noticed a shift in the shadow that the sun made on the
floor. Soon the sun was dipping down behind the mountains once again. She heard keys rattle at
the door and looked up frightened. She soon realized that it was Mother coming home. She
jumped from her chair and ran to the door to greet her.
"Hi Mommy! I didn't go anywhere and I didn't open the door. Well, nobody knocked.
How was your day?" Hope jumped around. She was so happy to have her mother home.
"Well, it went alright. They will give us food stamps, but it will take a week for them to
come in. The rent is almost due, so I asked if we could get some help with it or if they could fmd
us a new place to live, but they said that there was a waiting list. At the bus-stop I ran into a man
that said he knew of a place that we could stay until we get back on our feet. I went to look at it,
and I think it might work. It's even closer to your school than we are now, so you wouldn't have
to walk as far. How does that sound?"
"Will I have my own room?", Hope questioned.
"Well, no. It's very small. We'll have to share a bed." Mother replied.
"Where will we put my bed, then?" Hope was concerned now.
"We don't have a car or a truck, so we'll need to leave our furniture here. But there is
some there already. You'll need to pack your clothes and toys into boxes and bags so we can
carry them over to the new place." Mother acted excited, but Hope could tell by her wrinkled
forehead that she really wasn't. Her eyes said that she was scared.
CH6 The Move
For the next week the two ofthem packed everything that they could into boxes and
grocery bags. Hope made sure that everything she loved went with them. Then something
occurred to her. "What about my books, Mommy?"
"Honey, they're too heavy to carry. We'll have to leave them here. But I promise we'll
buy you a bunch of new ones when we get back on our feet." Mother went back to packing.
There was that phrase again. 'Back on our feet.' What did that mean? She was sure it had
something to do with things being back the way they used to be ...before she left Daddy.
Hope and her mother loaded their arms so full of bags that they thought they might pop
open. They trudged to the bus-stop on the comer and waited. There was a man waiting for the
bus. He was looking at Mother's boots. He was a handsome man with short, curly, black hair and
a bushy mustache. He leaned against the building with one foot on the wall behind him. He wore
faded jeans and a tan corduroy blazer with dark brown patches on the elbows. He looked up and
smiled at mother and then turned and winked at Hope. Mother smiled a girlish smile back at the
man. Hope rolled her eyed in disgust. She never understood why mother spent so much time
worrying about boys. They had each other. They didn't need anyone else.
CH 7 An Unknown Room
Hope had been deep inside herself, alone with her thoughts, when she heard a startling
swooshing sound and felt a stream of hot air blow her backward. The bus had come. The driver
opened the door and smiled at her. She struggled up the enormous black steps with bright yellow
lines across them. She had almost forgotten how heavy her load was, but now she remembered as
she lumbered up the last step. She quickly slumped down in the seat nearest the door while
Mother's coins tinkled into the machine. Hope had expected to be on the bus for quite a while,
but, to her surprise, Mother pulled the silver cord to ring the bell after only three or four blocks.
When they stepped onto the sidewalk, Hope recognized the local hospital. Its two round
towers loomed over her, covering her with their cold shadow. Mother turned and led Hope up an
alley. They soon came to a small, creamy beige building. It was the garage to an old house that
stood across the open lot from them. Mother opened a gate and walked through. Hope saw that
there was a window and a door on the side of the barn shaped building. Mother continued around
to the far side and headed up a rickety, whitewashed staircase. At the top Hope could see a small
door. Mother turned the handle and disappeared into the unknown room.
CH 8 The New Place
Hope followed Mother into the dark room. As her eyes adjusted, Hope could see a small,
dark attic which contained an old yellow couch, a dilapidated mass of wood which she assumed
was a bookcase, and a very large plywood box in the back of the room. On the far wall was a
small, round window with a sparse amount of light seeping in from the outside. It was cold here.
Hope kept her coat on.
"Well, what do you think, kiddo?" Mother asked with anticipation.
"Can we turn up the heat'!' replied Hope. Her toes were cold in the old Velcro tennis
shoes she wore.
"Well, there isn't any heat. But the man that lives in the downstairs part of the building is
letting us use his two goose-down sleeping bags. We can put them over there on that big box,
huh? It will be like camping out! Just us girls. He also ran an extension cord up here for us, and
ta-dah!" Mother flicked on a lamp.
Hope wasn't impressed, but feigned excitement for her mother's sake. Mother began to
unpack some knick-knacks and put them up on the bookcase. She placed a portrait of the two of
them that they had taken by a professional photographer in Germany, where her father had been
stationed in the military, directly in the center.
Hope remembered her home there. She had a large bedroom painted all white. There was
a vanity on one wall that had a hinged mirror. She used to fold the mirror around her face and
look at hundreds of reflections of herself. The three of them went on train rides through the
German countryside and into Paris. Hope loved the museums and the castles. She wanted to go
back so badly. She felt a pool of water well up in her eye, but she quickly wiped it away before
Mother could see.
Hope busied herself placing stuffed animals around the place where the sleeping bags
would lie. The rest of their belongings they stuffed into the box.
Hope broke the silence. "Mommy, I have to go to the bathroom."
"Alright, honey. We'll walk over to the hospital and go there, okay?" she replied.
CH 9 The Donut Shop
Hope and Mother walked across the street to the hospital. A ramp led up to the giant
doors. They opened for them and Hope walked on to the plush, royal blue carpet. In front of
them was a golden statue. Hope knew that some people prayed to statues of saints. Below him
was the name St. Joseph. The hospital was so beautiful. Down one corridor Hope could see the
stained glass of a miniature chapel. It was so lovely. Mother headed down the opposite corridor
to the bathrooms. The porcelain sinks and toilets were white and shiny. It smelled fresh and
clean. When they were finished they walked back toward the front doors, watched them open
and then close behind them, and walked back out into the dingy city. Hope's heart sank.
That night, the girls cuddled up in the sleeping bags for their first night here. The blue
sleeping bags were very warm. Hope felt nice and toasty inside of hers. She watched her
mother's gentle breathing as she drifted off to sleep. She knew tomorrow would have to be
better.
A ray oflight streamed in through the window onto Hope's face as the sun rose above the
bustling city.
"Good morning, sweetie. How are you today?" Mother beamed. "The man downstairs
gave me a couple of dollars that he got from collecting cans. What do you say we go down to the
bakery for breakfast?"
Hope was so excited. She loved the bakery. She hurriedly put on her clothes to escape the
prickling air on her soft skin. She danced around to warm herself up, and was ready to go. The
walk to the bakery was longer now from the new place. But inside it was the same. Cakes and
pastries filled the glass cabinets of the warm shop. Hope picked a glazed donut and a small
carton of chocolate milk, her usual order. It was comforting to be back in a place that she knew.
The girls sat at the small table for two talking and eating. Hope was warm and full again.
CH 10 Hope's New Job
Later that day the man from downstairs came to ask if Hope and her mother wanted to go
have some fun and make some money. They would find aluminum cans and take them to the
grocery store where they could cash them in for money. It sounded like an adventure, so Hope
was all for it. The three of them walked down alleys to fmd the huge, gray garbage bins that each
block of houses shared. They rummaged through old magazines, clothes, food containers, and
sometimes even small pieces of furniture to find the shiny cans. Hope couldn't believe how
much people threw away. So much of it was perfectly good. Mother found an old bucket and
some cleaning rags.
"These will help us get rid of some of the dust up there. I think we can make it feel a little
more like home ifwe work together," Mother said, smiling at Hope.
They spent most of the day filling large, black garbage bags with old soda cans. By the
end ofthe day there were several bags full. Each person carried one six blocks to the store. It hap
been a good day. The cans earned a few dollars which the girls split with the man. The man
thanked them for a lovely day and set off for home. The girls stayed at the store and shopped for
something to eat for dinner.
"What sounds good, sweetie? Just remember that we can't cook anything without a stove.
Canned food probably isn't the best idea. I didn't have enough arms to carry all ofthe kitchen
utensils, so we don't have a can opener. 1 think it might be a little bit difficult to open a can of
beans with our teeth!" Mother had such a wonderful way of making everything seem light and
funny.
Hope found her way to the cookie aisle and grabbed a bag of chocolate chip cookies in a
plain black and white package. "Can we have these, Mommy?" she pleaded.
"I think that maybe we can do that," Mother said with a sly smile. "They're not very
nutritious, but we love them! Besides, it's just this once." Mother took them to the checkout line
and paid for them.
Hope was delighted to get cookies for supper, but somehow it just didn't seem right.
Shouldn't Mother have chosen something that was good for them? Shouldn't she have insisted
on buying something with vegetables?
CH 11 Daddy
Mother and Hope walked home together, As the sun gently set behind the mountains, the
sky glowed orange from the city lights. A light snow began to fall on them. Their feet crunched
on the already packed snow from several days before. Hope remembered a time when she,
Mother, and Daddy had taken walks in the snow together. She wished Daddy was here now to
take care of them. She wondered where he was and what he was doing now. Was he thinking of
her?
"Mommy, can 1 call Daddy?" Hope asked.
Mother said, "I suppose. You'll have to call him collect, though. Hope, just don't tell him
where we're living or anything, okay? We don't want him to worry, do we?"
Mother gave Hope a feeling of responsibility for Daddy's feelings. She wanted to tell him
all about her life. She had always told Daddy everything. She just wanted to sit on his lap and
watch cartoons on Saturday mornings again. She missed him so much. A small ache welled up in
Hope's chest as she choked back tears. Daddy couldn't hear her crying. Mommy couldn't see her
crying, either. Hope had to take care of them. She had to let them know that everything was
alright.
Hope heard Daddy's voice on the phone. "Hello?"
A pleasant feminine voice came on the line. "Hello. You have a collect call from ....Hope.
If you accept the charges, press one now. Thank you."
"Daddy! 1miss you so much," Hope cried out.
"Hi sweetheart," replied Daddy. "I miss you too, honey!"
"Do 1 get to see you this weekend? Will you pick me up?" Hope asked with a twinge of
desperation in her voice.
"I can come get you, but only for Saturday night. 1have to work at the hospital on Friday
and Sunday nights. 1 can't wait to see you, though. Put your Mommy on the phone so 1 can fmd
out where to come. 1 love you, baby"
"I love you, too, Daddy," replied Hope. "Here's Mommy."
Hope skipped around in circles in the snow. She didn't even hear what Mother and
Daddy were talking about. She was just so excited to be able to see him. His house was nicer
than Hope's, but kids weren't allowed to live there. There wasn't much room, anyway.
He didn't have a bedroom for her, or even a bed. She slept on the couch there. She felt
. like a guest wherever she was. She didn't have her own room with her own bed. She borrowed
blankets and pillows. But she had her family. They weren't together, but they were still around.
Hope felt that she had a lot to be happy about. The thoughts in her head made her smile.
"We'll see you then, Sam," Mother said as she hung up the phone.
CH 12 The Visit
On Saturday morning Hope woke up to a bright blue sky. It was the kind of day when
there isn't a cloud in sight, but the air is deceivingly frigid. She stretched and yawned. She was
toasty inside her blue down sleeping bag. It was never fun to have to climb out of the snuggly
warmth into the freezing cold of the attic. She wiggled back down into the covers for just a few
more minutes.
Suddenly Hope realized that today was the day that Daddy was coming to get her. She
tore out of bed to fmd her clothes.
"Mommy, get up! Daddy's coming!" Hope squealed excitedly. She went to the suitcase
which held their clothes and found her blue corduroy pants and purple sweater that Mother and
Daddy had bought her last Christmas. She quickly packed a small bag with her pajamas and
some clothes for her weekend.
"Honey, he won't be here for two and a half hours yet", mother groaned sleepily. She
rolled back over and pulled the sleeping bag over her eyes.
Hope sat on the makeshift couch in front of the cabinet with her trinkets on it. She stared
at the picture of her and Mother. She stared at the funny yellow glass fish that Grandma had
given her. She stared at Mother.
"Mommy, I have to go to the bathroom" she whispered.
Mother sighed, "All right, I'm up, I'm up."
It seemed like forever before it was time for Daddy to come. When the time finally
arrived Hope and Mother went through the small back yard that separated the carriage house that
they were staying in from the house it belonged to. They walked around the building and into the
front yard to wait. When Daddy's car drove up Hope just about jumped out of her shoes. They
walked down the red stone steps to the street. Daddy got out of his car and Hope ran to give him
a hug.
"Hi, Daddy! I'm so happy to see you! I've missed you so, so much!" Hope squeezed his
neck as tightly as she possibly could.
"Hello, Sam", Mother said in a dry, flat tone of voice.
"Hi. How are you?
Mother acted as if she hadn't heard his question. "Have a good time, Honey. I'll see you
Sunday evening."
Hope gave mother a big hug and kiss and said, "bye Mommy. I love you!"
Over the course ofthe weekend Hope got to go and see her grandparents. At their house,
she felt like she was home. It always smelled like freshly brewed coffee and black potting soil
form grandpa's dozens of African Violets. She played with grandpa around the trees she had
helped him plant the year before. They were their trees, hers' and grandpa's. At least no one
could ever take those away from her. And grandpa would always be here for her. She wished so
much that she and mother could just come back and live with Daddy at grandma and grandpa's
house again. She missed watching Scooby Doo every Saturday morning withDaddy and running
around the yard with grandpa. She loved this house.
, But the weekend soon came to an end and Daddy drove Hope back into the city. They
met Mother out in front of the apartment building again. Is this where Daddy thought they lived?
Why couldn't he come to their room? Sure it was cold, but Daddy wouldn't mind, would he?
maybe Mother was embarrassed because their room was not as nice as Daddy's apartment.
Mother always worried about things like that.
Mother and Hope climbed up the creaky, white-washed staircase to their dark little room.
It seemed so much colder now. Hope noticed the cobwebs and the spaces between the floor and
the wall. It didn't seem so bad when she left. She suddenly felt a burning feeling creep up her
neck, through her cheeks, and into her eyes. She felt tears welling up, their heat stinging her
eyes. No, she wouldn't let Mother see her cry. Mother didn't need that right now.
It was already late and dark. After dark there wasn't much to do but go to bed. Hope
quickly took offher clothes. It was so cold! Now that the sun had set, the air nipped at her skin.
She danced around with goose-bumps all over her body. She hurried into her footie- pajamas as
fast as she possibly could. She ran and jumped into the blue sleeping bag, pulled it up tight
around her chin, and shivered. After some snuggling from Mother and a few minutes inside of
the thick feather bag, Hope warmed up and drifted off to sleep.
Deep in the night Hope awoke with a tickly feeling in her belly. She had to go to the
bathroom! What would she do? Should she wake Mother and go to the hospital bathroom? She
just wanted to forget about it and go back to sleep, but her body wouldn't let her. She fmally
decided to wake Mother.
"Mommy," she whispered. "Mommy, I have to go potty."
Mother stirred and said "Honey, I put a bucket over in the comer for you to use during
the night. We can empty it in the morning."
Hope just laid there, stiff as a board. Did Mother really just say that? She slowly inched
her way out of the sack and onto the floor. She crept across the floor, trying to find the bucket in
the darkness. She could see her breath. She shivered as she walked. It would be so cold to take
offher pajamas, but she just had to go! She stopped, took a deep breath, and went to the
bathroom as fast as she could. The air bit her bottom. She had never been so cold in her life! One
thing Hope didn't like was being cold! She ran back to the sleeping bag and crawled in. This
time she pulled it up over her head. She felt better now, but it would take a few minutes to warm
back up.
The next morning Mother woke Hope up early. "You have to go to school today."
"Oh, Mom, do I have to? Hope pleaded.
"Yes, you do," Mother stated very matter-of-factly.
It was no use to argue, so she started to get dressed.
"The man downstairs and I went out collecting cans this weekend. Look what I got for
you! Pop-Tarts! And, hold on a minute", mother opened the door and reached around behind it,
"milk! It's a little icy, but it will do, huh?"
Hope was a little nervous walking to school. She would go to the same class, in the same
school, with the same kids, but, somehow, it was different. Hope didn't want anyone to walk
home with her. Jenny, who used to live on the next block, would surely ask Hope where she had
moved. What would she say? How would she get into the little abandoned building without
anyone seeing her. Hope knew that ifanyone found out that they would tell the owner of the
house. Hope and Mother would surely be thrown out then! Where would they go?
Questions swirled around in Hope's head as she walked the four blocks to the grey
concrete school building. Some how she didn't notice where she was until Ms. Shoemaker's
voice rang out, "Good morning, class. How was your weekend? What did all of you do for your
five day weekend?"
"Please don't call on me", Hope thought to herself
Rachel volunteered first and told the class about her wonderful new white shawl. "My
dad bought this for me when I went to visit him for the weekend. He always buys me something
new when I see him", she stated proudly. But Hope knew that Rachel liked to make everything
sound better than it actually was. She noticed jagged edges and small snags in the shawl as
Rachel sat triumphantly in the front of the class.
"Well," Hope decided, "it's new to her."
Ms. Shoemaker looked at Hope. Hope froze. A burning heat crawled up the back of her
. neck. She could feel her cheeks burning and throbbing. "Please don't call me!", she thought.
"Hope, what did you do this weekend?"
"Urn, well, I...I went to see my Daddy. And my Grandma and Grandpa."
"How nice! Did you have fun?" Ms. Shoemaker asked.
"Uh, yeah," Hope replied, "I... uh .... yeah, I did."
Ms. Shoemaker made some comment about how nice it was to see people we love, but
Hope wasn't listening. She could feel the blood drain back out of her cheeks and neck. She
suddenly noticed how cold the little classroom was. She sank down into her chair and sighed a
big sigh of relief. "Well, that went okay, she thought."
During recess, none of the kids asked where she had moved. It seemed as ifno one had
noticed! She stayed over on the parallel bars by herself. She wanted to swing on the rings, but
they were always crowded. She just wanted to be alone today. No one ever used the parallel bars
but Hope. She felt safe there.
When the bell rang at 3:00, Hope slowly gathered her things and made her way out ofthe
school. If she moved slowly enough, Jenny might already be gone. She opened the heavy glass
door. A rush of cold air came bursting through the door and made every hair on Hope's body
stand on end at once. The sun was shining, but Hope could see clouds over the tops of the
mountains in the distance. Clouds always moved toward the city from the mountain. They would
most likely have more snow tonight. Hope told herself not to forget to go over to the hospital and
use the bathroom before bed. She didn't want to even think about that bucket!
As she rounded the comer of the school to the street, she saw Jenny patiently waiting for
her. What would Hope tell her? The two girls started walking, as usual, down the busy street.
"Hi Jenny. 1 can't walk all the way with you today." Hope stated.
"But why?" Jenny looked at her questioningly.
"Well, 1moved over the weekend," she tried to seem as if it was no big deal.
"You moved!?!?" Jenny looked as if she had used every bit of air in her lungs. She end
'ed' sound just sort of wheezed out of her mouth. "Where do you live?"
That was the question of doom. Hope thought quickly of what to say. She couldn't tell
Jenny that she lived on an old abandoned garage! "Think, Hope, think!", she thought to herself
"I live over by the hospital."
"Can 1 come over?" Jenny innocently asked.
''No!. ..1mean, not until we're settled. Mom doesn't want anyone over until everything is
in place and cleaned up." Whew, good thinking!
"Well, can you come over to my house?", Jenny asked.
"Yeah, I'll ask my Mom tonight in can come over tomorrow." Hope thought of Jenny's
pink and white bedroom with all of her Barbies scattered over the floor. All she could think
about was that it was so warm in there!
The two girls parted at the comer and Hope began walking home. Mother was waiting for
her when she got there. "Guess what? 1 called the food stamp office today and they said that 1
could come pick ours up today, so 1did! 1 did a little shopping, too. Come see what 1 got."
Mother seemed so happy. She showed the food to Hope like it was a birthday or Christmas
present. It was almost that good a surprise, too!
That night Mother and Hope ate like they hadn't eaten in weeks! Mother had bought
crackers with cheese and sausage. They used the wooden box that their sleeping bags laid on to
cut it. Mother used their one knife, one of the very few kitchen utensils they had been able to
bring with them during the move.
"And guess what I got for dessert?" Mother reached under her sleeping bag and brought
out a white cardboard box. "Twinkies!!", she exclaimed. Mother and Hope loved Twinkies. They
hadn't been able to buy any in months!
Before bed, Hope asked to go over to the hospital to use the bathroom. She went to bed
full and relieved. She did not have to get up to use the ....bucket that night. She felt as if she were
starting to get the hang of things. Now if she could only figure out what to do about the cold!
Ch 13
Snow
Time had passed quickly for Hope, thankfully. She and Mother had now lived in the
carriage house for two weeks. Hope went to see Daddy on the weekends and made sure to take a
bath while she was there. Mother and Hope had figured out what types of food kept well in the
snow and what they should keep inside. It was cold enough in the little room that some
refrigerated foods kept well. They had begun to find more healthy items to eat and were eating
full meals every day again. Hope had figured out the bathroom situation and almost never had to
use the bucket. She made sure not to drink a lot before bed so that she could make it through the
night. Hope was beginning to feel better about the situation. It was just still so cold, though!
Mother was still looking for work every day while Hope was at school. She brought
home the used newspapers from the donut shop and circles advertisements with her red pen. The
ads were strange.
Wanted:
Part time fry cook
$3.881hr. weekends a must
call Larry 555-1212
What was a fry cook? Did they make french-fries at fast food restaurants. She didn't ask Mother.
It seemed silly, anyway.
On Thursday afternoon, Jenny and Hope walked to the comer together as usual. The girls
saw clouds billowing over the mountain tops off in the west, just in front of the setting sun. The
sky was getting pink along with the blue. It was so cold that the girls felt tiny ice crystals in their
noses. They talked and giggled as they crunched through the snow. They stopped at the comer
and made snow angels in a lawn. Hope thought that her own was the best, but she told Jenny that
hers was better. The girls parted and Hope walked the rest of the way back to the little room.
When she came into the room, Mother said "What did you do? You're covered with
snow! Let's get you into some dry clothes"
"Jenny and me were making snow angels."
"You're going to get yourself sick, kidde!" Mother hurriedly pulled out Hope's footie-
pajamas. "Here. these should help warm you up."
Hope was completely frozen. Everything hurt: her nose, her fingers, and her toes. They
felt like they would fall off. It took her at least an hour to start warming up in her sleeping bag.
She knew that she wouldn't be doing that again!
That evening, it was particularly cold in the dark little room. Hope shivered all night. It
just seemed to get worse as the night wore on. Hope slept a little bit, but kept waking up
shivering. She had to go to the bathroom! It was so cold. She didn't know what to do. She made
her way over to the bucket and just stared at it. "Okay," she thought, "on the count ofthree,
One ...two ...three." She hurried like she had never hurried before. Her skin actually hurt as the
cold night air nipped at it.
Mother was restless, too. she kept asking Hope if she was okay. Hope kept responding
that she was alright. Hope actually didn't think she could stand this for another minute!
In the morning, there was a knock at the door. Who could that be? Hope got a little
scared. Had Daddy found out where they lived? Had someone told the owner ofthe house that
they were there? Thankfully, it was only the man who lived downstairs. Mother stepped outside
to talk with him for a minute. All Hope could hear through the wooden door were two muffled
voices. When Mother came back into the room, her face had changed. She didn't look at
anything. It was like she was looking through things.
"Mommy, what's wrong?" Hope questioned sweetly.
"There's a big storm coming, baby. It is supposed to get down to record low
temperatures. I'm not sure what to do. We can't stay here." Mother began to cry softly. "What
are we going to do? Ifwe stay here we'll freeze to death, but where can we go?"
Hope hugged Mother and stroked her tear-stained cheek. "We'll be okay, Mommy. We
always are."
"I have to call your Dad," Mother stated.
"No, Mommy! Then he would know where we are living. He'd be mad ...and sad. And
where would you go? You need me!" Hope pleaded with Mother.
"You are more important to me than anything in this world, Hope Ann. I cannot let
anything happen to you. If it did, I would not be able to live with myself" Mother was very firm.
Hope knew she was right, but there had to be another way.
Just then there was another knock at the door. It was the man from downstairs again. He
said that there was a homeless shelter a few miles away that might take Hope and Mother. They
only accepted women and children. Hope and Mother quickly packed one suitcase full of clothes
and headed out the door. Mother called the shelter from the hospital and was told to come down.
14
The Shelter
Hope and Mother took the bus. The ride seemed to take forever. They traveled to a part
of town that Hope had never seen before. She sat on the bus, warming a little from the driver's
small heater. Where were they going? What was going to happen to them?
The bus finally arrived at the bus-stop that they were to stop at. Mother and Hope walked
across the street and down a side street about three buildings down. They came to what appeared
to be an old apartment building. Mother rang the bell and waited. A voice come over an intercom
and asked who they were. Mother told the lady that she had called earlier and that she was here
with her daughter. Hope noticed a little red light up in the comer of the doorway. It was attached
to a small video camera. Hope heard the door buzz, and Mother pulled it open.
They walked down a short hallway into a room that looked kind of like a living room. A
lady came into the room and asked Mother to come with her. Mother told Hope to stay right
there and not to go anywhere. The lady also told Hope not to let anyone into the building. Hope
could see the monitor that showed the pictures from the camera. She didn't understand what all
ofthis was for. It was so weird.
There was a TV in the room, so Hope watched anything that she could find on the four
channels it received. She sat in the empty room on a big hard couch for what seemed like
forever. It had already become night when Mother fmally came back into the room. She was
straightening her clothes.
"What happened?"
"Oh, honey, they just had to check me out, like a doctor does. The lady, Mrs. Carlisle, is
going to show us to our room." Mother seemed relieved, but tense and unhappy at the same time.
Mrs. Carlisle had a stem face. She didn't smile. Instead she led Mother and Hope to a
room with two double beds in it. It was just like a hotel room. There was a tiny bathroom
attached to the room.
"For now you can each have a bed, but don't get used to it. Tomorrow another lady with
her children will probably be showing up. There is a play room across the hall. The cafeteria is
down the hall to your right. Meal time is 6:30-7:00 for breakfast, 12:00-12:30 for lunch, and
6:00-6:30 for dinner. You must be back in the building for the day by 9:00. After that time the
doors are locked for the night and you cannot get back in." Mrs. Carlisle turned and left the
room.
It seemed so strange. So many rules! How would Hope wake up early enough for
breakfast in the morning? She didn't know quite what to think of this place.
She suddenly realized something amazing. She was warm! There was an actual whole
bed for her to sleep in! She immediately jumped into the bed and snuggled up under the blankets.
They were a little scratchy and not too thick, but she didn't care.
Mother and Hope went to the cafeteria for dinner. The doors were closed when they
arrived and there was a long line of mothers with their children waiting to get in. When the doors
opened, everyone rushed in. One child would go save a table while the rest of the family stayed
in line for their food. Hope got up to the line and took a tray and some silverware. It was very
much like her school cafeteria. They could choose what they wanted to eat. They sat down at a
table and started to eat their dinner. It was hot! Hope had mashed potatoes and some meat. It was
so good!
By the time dinner was finished, Hope was exhausted. She went back to her room and fell
sound asleep on the double bed.
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Bunting, Eve. Illustrated by Himler, Ronald. (1991). Fly Away Home. Boston: Houghton
This is a picture book about a boy and his displaced father who are forced to live
in an airport. They must move continuously through the airport to keep from being
discovered by security. Several other people also live in the airport and take care of the
boy while his father searches for work. They must scrounge for food and sleep when
security guards are not likely to be around.
The boy finds a bit of hope in a stray bird. The bird has found its way into the
airport and cannot get back out. After many tries, he finds his way out into the world. The
boy sees the plight of the bird as parallel to his own, and hopes that he, too, will find his
way out into the world. The pictures are bright and colorful colored pencil drawings. The
illustrator uses diagonal lines to show movement. He also uses some muted colors to
show a sad mood among the homeless people. The illustrations tell as much of the story
as the words do.
Byars, Betsy. (1977). The Pinballs, New York: Harper & Rowe.
This book addresses the issue of children living in foster homes. Harvey is a boy
whose father ran over him with his car. He has two broken legs and is in a wheelchair.
Carlie is an adolescent girl who is distrustful of people. She lives in the home because her
stepfather physically abuses her. Thomas J. is a little boy who was left on the doorstep of
two elderly women who never got around to calling the police. When the women fell and
broke their hips, the boy was discovered and sent to the foster home.
All three ofthe children have unique emotional difficulties in adjusting to their
new environment. Each of them wants to have life back to normal, but is unable to return
home because of their neglectful, abusive, and incapable parents. The story depicts a
relationship between the children which begins with disdain. Over the period of time that
the children live together, they are brought together, if unwillingly, and develop a respect
and kinship. This is fostered by the realization that they are not so different from one
another. They are all pinballs being bounced around.
The language use in this book is about at a fourth grade level. It is fairly easy to
read with a few challenging words. The author makes it easy to feel the children's' pain
and details their inner feelings. This book addresses children living in foster care in a
direct but conscientious manner. It details the struggles of the children without bogging
the story down with graphic scenes or negativity. The book end on a note of hope for the
future,
Fox, Paula. (1991). Monkey Island. New York: Orchard Books.
Monkey Island is the story of a poor boy that lives in a hotel with his mother.
When his mother disappears, he is forced to hide from his landlord and neighbors and
live on what little his friend can bring him. When he is no longer able to hide, he leaves
the hotel he has lived in and takes to the streets. He fmds a community of homeless
people living in a park together. There is constant danger of beatings by street gangs and
of being found by police a taken to jail. There is also a great lack offood. One man
comes to the park to bring coffee and donuts to the homeless people, but is hassled badly
by the area police. They tow the van he uses, but he returns in a taxi.
The boy befriends a sickly old man at the park and the two of them take care of
one another. The boy finds solace in his companion, but still hope for the return of his
mother. The man dies and the boy is forced to take another look at his life.
Wallace, Barbara Brooks. (1997). Sparrows in the Scullery. New York: Atheneum
Colley is a rich boy who is distraught by the death of his parents in a carriage
accident. He is an orphan and the only heir to his parents' money. His aunt and uncle are
supposed to move into the house to care for the boy. But before they arrive Colley is
kidnapped and taken to the Broggin Home for boys. He is forced to work under terrible
conditions and subjected to abuse by the proprietors. He finds his only comfort in the
companionship of the other boys who stay in his room. Colley is subjected to a life of
hard labor and poor living conditions. There is no schooling and the boys are fed scraps.
They sleep in a cold room on small cots lined up against the wall. There are extremely
strict rules that they must live by or be subjected to sleeping in a dirty hole beneath the
building. Colley is subjected to this punishment very early on for taking the blame for
another boy. In his hell, he feels he will not survive.
Together the boys have a private place in the basement, hidden from the horrible
Mr. and Mrs. Crawler. This dirty and dark tunnel which would have previously disgusted
him now became the only place of peace in his life. When he become ill, the other boys
hide him in the tunnel and nurse him back to health. But soon the tunnel is discovered
and he must run. The moment he leaves, he is snatched again, but this time by the house
keeper from his own home. He is taken to his cousin who turns the Crawlers in to
authorities and takes responsibility for the boy.
Holtwijk, Ineke. (1995). Asphalt Angels. Rotterdam: Leminscaat b.v.
Asphalt Angels was written originally in Dutch and then translated into English.
This is a horrible story of a thirteen year old black boy living in Brazil. His mother dies
and his hateful stepfather kicks him out of the house. He is forced to live on the streets
and fend for himself. A young man named Robson befriends him and teaches him some
survival skills. The friendship is not long lived, however. Robson is soon adopted by a
kind woman. He goes to live with them and is not seen again.
On his own again, Alex must find ways to survive. He joins up with a gang of
street kids known as the Asphalt Angels. These kids steal and do a large amount of drugs,
glue sniffmg and cocaine in particular. Alex feels pressured into joining them in their
illegal activities for fear of being rejected from the group. Alex learns that prostitution is
a viable way to earn money as well as begging and stealing. The group lives on the
sidewalk where they share a large piece of cardboard as a bed. They go down to the
beach to bathe and wash their clothing.
During the story a crackdown on street kids begins. The kids are forced to move
often. One of the kids is put into juvenile detention for stealing a walkman. She
eventually is released and gets ajob. The rest of the gang needed to find a way to get out
of the city. Their big plan is to hijack a bus at gunpoint and take all of the passengers'
money and valuables. Unfortunately, one passenger has his own weapon and opens fire
on the teens. One teen jumps out of the bus window and is run over and killed by another
bus. The details ofthis scene are quite graphic. Luckily for Alex, he is not noticed. In the
end ofthe story we fmd Alex sobbing over the horrific events and wishing to find a
home.
The afterward of this book was startling. We find out that Alex is a real person
and that he actually experienced these awful events. We learn that he is now living in a
group home for boys where he has a job and has high hopes for his future. It also details
Brazil's massive problem with street kids. It is a very sad situation.
This book is very graphic and I would not recommend it for any child to read. It is
a book about children, but the nature of the plot and language is simply too harsh for
many kids. The earliest age for this book would probably be 15 or16 years old. I found it
difficult to read at 27.
Johnson, S. (1992). One of the Boys. New York: Atheneum
This book tells of an adolescent boy's maturation and how he is helped by a
homeless man. Eric is a high school student who belongs to a notorious clique. One day
Marty, the leader of the clique, takes the group to meet a homeless man named Ole.
Marty sees Ole as a joke. Eric sees Ole as a fellow trumpet player who needs help.
Eric's parents are concerned with his school performance and don't like the
influence of Marty on his life. They force Eric to get ajob at a pizza place. This causes
Eric to become out of favor with Marty and the boys. Eric ends up spending much more
time alone, and decides to go visit Ole during his time off.
Ole gives him the motivation to work on his trumpet playing. Eric likes Ole and
wants to get him a trumpet with his money earned from work. His parents, though, want
him to put the money away for college. Marty propositions Eric with a plan which will
earn him a trumpet for Ole and get back at teachers he doesn't like. They decide to steal
the band instruments and plant them in the vice principal's car and accuse him of stealing
them. Eric has major turmoil with himself about doing this, but he trusts Marty and wants
a trumpet for Ole. In the middle of the burglary Eric hears police. He hides in a locker
and is not found.
The next day he takes the trumpet to Ole. He is shocked when Ole cries and won't
accept it. Ole tells Eric that he can't play anymore because of his frost bitten hands. Eric
unhappily returns to school the next day and returns the trumpet to the vice principal. He
tells him exactly what happened and is let off easier for his honesty.
Gannett, R. S., Illustrated by Gannett, R'C; (1989). My Father's Dragon. New York:
Bantam Doubleday
This story is about a boy who sets off for Wild Island to free a captured dragon.
He must elude the native creatures of the island in order to reach the dragon. He must be
very clever to outwit the animals to keep from being captures himself and never reaching
the dragon. He must also survive on his own in the elements. The illustrations allow us to
see a map ofthe islands and to view its inhabitants. This story tells children that through
a kind heart and quick wit; even a young boy can help the greatest of beasts. I include this
book because it is a story of a boy surviving out in the wild without a home or parents to
care for him. The grade level for this book is about 1-3.
The element of this book that was of use to me for my book was the vivid
depiction of life of the homeless on the streets. The author described the surroundings
and the condition of the people with great detail and very evocative wording .
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Daly, N. (1985). Not So Fast, Songololo. New York: Macmillan
Although they don't have much money, Songololo needs to replace his old hand-
me-down shoes with holes in them. On a trip into town with his grandma he sees a nice
pair of red tennis shoes, stares at them longingly, but knows there is no money to buy
them. His grandma knows he needs them and buys them for him. This story depicts the
life of a family in poverty. It realistically emphasizes the things that are important to a
child in this situation. The dark colors and jagged lines show that this is an economically
depressed area. They also show us that this is a black family. The grade level for this
book is grades K-2. This is a great multicultural story with wonderful artwork.
Shroeder, A., Illustrated by Pinkney, 1. (1996). Minty: A Story of Young Harriet
Tubman.
New York: Dial Books
A willful young slave girl has difficulty living up to the expectations of slave life.
She is forced to work in the fields, but has trouble doing her work. She is mistreated
terribly by the owner. She knows that she must plan to escape. After freeing muskrats
from traps set by the owner, she is whipped for it. This incident solidifies her
determination to leave.
Her father teaches her to find her way in the woods and prepares her to run
away .... someday. She must prepare for the rough life outdoors. She will no longer have a
roof over her head, but she will be free.
The illustrations show us the setting and depict mood with their rough edges
alluding to rough life. The theme seems to be that a strong will may get you into trouble
as a child, but it will serve you well later in life. This book is written at a good level for
students between grades K-5. This is a wonderful book. The illustrations are good
examples of mixed media. A whole unit could be done around this book! It can be used
with any age group with lesson modification. This is a wonderful multicultural book. I
could go on forever.
Whelan, G. (2000). Homeless Bird. New York: Scholastic
Homeless Bird is the story ofa young Indian girl who is forced to marry a sickly
boy. She leaves her home to live with him and his parents. She misses her parents terribly
and feels completely isolated. She soon learns that the only reason the family took her in
was so they could get her dowry and pay for medical care for their son. The boy dies,
leaving her a widow. Once the father dies, the mother wants nothing to do with her. She
takes her to a large city and leaves her there with a little money.
The girl is lost in a strange place. She has nowhere to live. She spends nights
sleeping in dusty and often crowded doorways. The numerous widows living on the
streets with her receive tiny portions of food from unknown people through the barely
cracked doors of the doorways on which they sleep. She is eventually taken in by a
woman who cares for widowed women who have been abandoned in the city. She finds
them jobs and feeds them. She gives her clothes and releases her from her tall-tale white
widow's garb. The girl has quite a gift for embroidery and gets ajob decorating Saari's
for rich women.
She learns of the darker side of the city through another girl who works with her.
Drugged and shaken, she vows to do something with her life. She avoids the girl and
works even harder at her job. She excels and is soon making a good living which she
saves so that she may live on her own someday.
She meets a young man in the city who drives a rickshaw. She learns that this job
is simply to save money to develop the land that he owns. He meets with her many nights
outside of the group home. The two grow very fond of each other. The boy asks her to
marry him, but she won't until she has saved some money. She fmally moves to the farm
that he owns, where he has built her a sewing room.
Berek, J. (1992). No Place to Be: Voices of Homeless Children. New York:
Houghton Mifflin
This book is a non-fiction for adolescent readers. It documents the lifestyle of homeless
children in the city of New York. These children suffer emotionally and physically from
their environment. It is difficult for them to get an education or medical attention. They
live in dirty and run down shelters which have not been maintained in years. In some
shelters, the families sleep on cots in a gymnasium full of other homeless people. They
must use bathrooms which consist of a line of toilets and showers with no curtains. The
men and women all use the same facilities.
Life for these children is dirty and dangerous. In some of the hotel type shelters
there are gun shots outside of their room every night as well as murders and drug deals
going on right in front of their eyes. An entire family may live in one 10'xl0' room. The
buildings are owned by slum lords who keep them in a constant state of disrepair. There
are no kitchens or cafeterias. Instead the families are given a "restaurant allowance"
which amounts to approximately $1.11 per member. They do not get enough to eat, and
the food they get is nutrition-lacking junk food.
There are a few family style shelters in which the family is given a temporary
apartment. The apartment has a private kitchen and bath in many cases, while others must
share facilities with other families. While these dwellings are generally much nicer, there
are strict rules that each family must abide by. Any transgression results in being kicked
out ofthe shelter.
These children understand completely what is happening to them. They know the
negative image people hold of them. They know that they need an education to survive,
but that sometimes it's just not possible. They invariable dislike their situation and want
desperately to live in a real apartment oftheir own again. These children try not to lose
hope, but many fail in the end.
Warren, A. (1996). Orphan Train Rider. Boston: Houghton Mifflin
This book brought to my attention a whole new group of homeless children which
I had not known about. The Orphan Train children of the early part of the last century
lived very interesting lives. Many of these children were street urchins from New York
City. Many had been orphaned early, and many couldn't even remember ever having a
family. While some lived on the streets, others lived in orphanages which were
overcrowded and under-funded. The conditions in these institutions were often dirty and
the children were often malnourished. The individuals who ran the orphanages often
subjected the children to physical abuse.
In 1853 Charles Loring Brace founded the Children's Aid Society. He had seen
the conditions of the many homeless children in New York and new that something must
be done. He developed a plan to put children on trains to be taken out west in the hopes
of fmding a new family and a better life. Approximately 200,000 children were relocated
during the time of the orphan trains. While some children were simply taken in as slave
labor or mistreated, the program was largely successful. Many children found healthy,
loving homes to live in with families who loved them.
Lee, the man in this book, was one such child. After being dumped at an
orphanage at the age of seven and separated from all but one of his six siblings, he found
his way to the orphan train program. After two separate placements, he finally was placed
in the home of Ollie and Ben Nailling, a childless couple from Texas. His brother was
placed in a home nearby and they were able to see each other often. Lee's family was
warm, caring and happy to finally have a child oftheir own. Later in life the remaining
living siblings reunited and have remained close since.
While the foundation ofthis book is a situation of despair and dejection, the
overall theme is one of hope. These children were taken from horrible lives and given a
chance for a better one. This is what I hope to achieve in Hope's Haven. While life at the
shelter was not wonderful, I want to emphasize the improvement in the quality of life
between living on the streets and living in a shelter.
Warner, G. C. Illustrated by L. Kate Deal (1942). The Boxcar Children. Niles, Illinois:
Albert Whitman &Co.
This is the story of four siblings whose parents have died. They are on the run
from the grandfather that they fear will be mean to them because he never showed any
interest in seeing them. The children work together to create a "home" from an
abandoned boxcar just outside of town. While there, the girls carried out their traditional
roles by cooking, cleaning, and taking care of the youngest child. The oldest boy took
odd jobs in order to earn money to keep the 'family' fed and clothed.
The gender roles presented are indicative of the time period in which this book
was written. The girls care for the home and children while the boys work for money and
carry out laborious tasks. Even the language used represents the 1950's ideal children.
They are exceedingly polite and conscientious. They do their duties without complaint
and happily live the difficult life they have. They are very capable and succeed in every
task.
I feel that this book is very unrealistic. Its purpose seems to be to fulfill the
childhood fantasy of being able to live on one's own without having to depend upon
adults for support. This reminds me of the Pippi Longstockings stories I read as a child.
While this empowerment characterization is a positive portrayal of children, it does not
give an accurate picture of the lives of homeless children. In the end, one child does get
sick and the children must finally accept the aid of an adult.
Andersen, H. C., Illustrated by Isadora, R. (1987). The Little Match Girl. New York:
Puffm.
This is a classic story from Hans Christian Anderson. Like many early children's
classic stories, this is very sad. The child is abused and forced to sell matches to earn
money for her family. She is sent out in the cold without proper shoes and clothing.
While freezing to death, she begins to hallucinate. She envisions scenes which she has
never experienced. She fantasizes about being part of a family whose resources can
afford Christmas trees, presents, and food. She also has a vision of her grandmother. Her
grandmother carries the child to heaven. The reader is left with a picture of the dead child
frozen in the snow.
The illustrations in this particular version of The Little Match Girl are paintings
which depict the dichotomy between the child's dreams and life. While trying to sell her
wares in the cold, the colors are dark and consist of blacks, grays, and blues. Streams of
colorful yellow light spill from windows of homes of people with happier lives. While
burning her matches which spark her dreams her face is lit with the yellow and red light
ofthe little fire. In her visions her world comes to life with bright and brilliant colors
which cover the spectrum. The illustrations in this book really added to the feel and
expression of the message.
Summary
The most difficult task in the process of doing my literary reviews was finding
transitional books on the subject of homeless ness. It seems that people do not want to
tackle such a major social issue with children this young. I think that this needs to be
done. Many of the children without homes are young. Even those who are older often
have a very low reading level due to the educational strain of homeless ness. Such
children need material written at a readable level for them. It seems that these books aim
at the children who do have homes, rather than giving hope to those who do not. I feel
that this is a gap which needs to be filled. That is the aim of my book.
I also found that illustrations add depth and drama to the stories. They give a
picture of the actual situation in order to make it more realistic for the reader. The use of
color can make an enormous impact on the story, as well. Dark, muted colors show
sadness and despair while bright colors show hope. I will experiment with these elements
in my own illustrations.
Process:
Day 1:
Video and related activities
Read Hope's Haven and discuss
Scene drawings
Day 2:
Brainstorm ways to help.
Read about reasons why people are homeless.
Introduce food drive plan.
Have students begin developing the food drive and begin making posters.
Day 3:
Put up posters, have principal announce drive
Nutrition lesson.
Write letters to Senators! Representatives
Day 4:




Co ect food and money contributions from classes
Be . l organizing, counting
B storm meal plan
Day 6:
Col ect donations from classes.
Cre te meal plan based on donations and nutrition
Fi e out the amount of food needed to feed everyone at the shelter
Day 7:
Pr are meal
Stu ents WITH their parents will go to the shelter to serve food on a voluntary
bas s
Day 8:
Stu ents who served will tell class what it was like.
CIa s discussion to tie up unit
2nd Grade Homelessness Unit
Introduction to Unit
Video
Present a video about homelessness to the class. After viewing it, discuss how the character's life
was different from their life.
Students Will:
Watch a movie.









What was the character's life like?
What kind of person was the character? Why do you think so?
What might have caused this?
Character Web Worksheet
How was the character's life different from yours?
What did the character need that he/she did not have?







As a class, create a character web on the board based on the main character in the movie.
Have children fill in the spaces on their own character webs as you go.
Movies about Homeless People
Curly Sue (1991)
A young girl named Curly Sue, along with her adult companion Bill Dancer, are homeless. They
live from day to day by scamming people into feeding them. In their latest scam Bill pretends to
get hit by a Mercedes driven by Gray Ellison, a well-off business woman. Gray takes the two
vagabonds back to her house for the night out of guilt and compassion. The three characters
begin to form a unique bond and the scam quickly turns into a long-term relationship. Bill sees
that this home could better serve Curly Sue and decides to leave her there. All ends with a happy
resolution for all involved.
Fighting Father Dunne (1948)
Set in 1905 St Louis. Father Dunne, a parish priest, realizes that the newspaper boys are very
poor and most are homeless. He tries to find a way to give these boys homes. He also must deal
with the problem of violence on the streets between the boys.
Little Men (1935)
The Plumfield school is a home for homeless boys. A new kid, Dan, comes to the school. He is a
tough kid with a good heart. He is accused of stealing, but is supported by Jo (from Little
Women).
ClusterlW ord Web 3 Page 1 of 1
Name Date _
Houghton Mifflin English
ClusterlW ord Web 3
• Write details about your topic in the circles.
Copyright © 2000 Houghton Mifflin Company. All Rights Reserved.
http://www.eduplace.comlkids/hme/k _51graphorg/ cluster3 .html 4/8/2002
W-l











Read Hope's Haven to the class. Discuss as a group how Hope's life was.
Students Will:
Listen to teacher reading Hope's Haven.
Participate in group discussion about Hope's life.





Read Hope's Haven aloud to the students. Conduct a discussion following the reading on
Hope's characteristics and circumstances.
Guided Practice:
As a class, create a character web based on Hope on the board, Have students copy the
information onto their own character web worksheets.
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Back to Graphic Organizers
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Art
Have each student draw a picture oftheir favorite scene in the book.
Students Will:
Draw and color their favorite scene from Hope's Haven.








Show a pre-prepared example that you have made of your favorite scene. Point out
important aspects to the children and explain their meanings.
Independent Practice:
Have students draw and color their scenes. Instruct students to write a sentence telling
about their picture.
Closing:
Have students voluntarily present their drawings and read their captions.
Collect cans, canned goods, and donations
Hold a food, can, and money drive as a class. Use what you need to prepare your meal for the
shelter. Donate the remaining money/ goods to your local food pantry or other charity which
helps homeless people. Have students count a portion of the money in groups and then add each
group's total together on the board for a class total.
Students will:
Organize and execute a food, can, and money drive for the homeless.
Count and organize all contributions.
Keep a log book with data from drive in it.
Organize data into tables
State Standards:
6.B.l, 6.C.la, 6.C.lb, 6.D.l
7.A.lc,7.B.1a







Hand out Worksheet 2
Possible Charities to donate to
Local Salvation Army or Food Pantry Coalition for the Homeless
89 Chambers St.
New York, NY 10007
voice 212-964-5900 ext. 113
facsimile 212-964-1303
National Coalition For The Homeless The National Network of Runaway & Youth
National Headquarters Services
1612 K Street, N.W. 1400 I Street, NW, Suite 330
Washington, D.C. 20006 Washington, DC 20005
202-659-3310 Telephone 202-682-4114
Fax 202-289-1933
Habitat For Humanity International, Inc. National Network for Youth
Habitat and Church Sts. 1319 F Street, NW, Suite 401





Kind of Food How Many Food Group
Write a letter to your Senator or representative
Have each student write a letter to your state representative or senator discussing the plight of
homeless people. Have them follow the form for a proper letter. They will proof-read each
other's letters and send them.
Students will:
Write a letter voicing their opinion on the plight of the homeless in America.










Write a sample letter on the board. Point out proper capitalization, format, punctuation,
etc.
Guided Practice:
As a class, write a sample letter on the board voicing your concerns about homelessness.
Have students decide on proper spelling, punctuation, capitalization, and form.
Independent Practice:
Have each student write a two-to-three sentence letter based on the example on the board.
Students will address, stamp, and mail the letter
To a Senator:




The Honorable (First name & last)
US House of Representatives
Washington, D.C. 20515
Meal
As a class pIan and make a meal for a homeless shelter. Use serving guides to decide how much
food to make. You will want to set this up with the shelter before beginning the lesson. Find out
how many people they serve on a given night. Have students sign up with their parents to help
serve the meal at the shelter.
Students will:
Demonstrate understanding of the five food groups by identification.
Demonstrate understanding of serving size by measuring and estimating.
Demonstrate knowledge of 'balanced nutrition" by creating balanced menu.








Teach what foods are found in each food group. Teach 'how much' a serving size equals.
Guided Practice:
As a class, organize foods into their food groups on the board. Use pictures of the foods
that you have collected. Separate the board into sections with labels (i.e.- GRAINS, DAIRY,etc.)
and have students place the pictures into the correct category.
Independent Practice:
Have students practice measuring the amount of food in one serving size. Help them to
figure out how much food is needed to feed the number of people at the shelter using math
manipulatives on the overhead projector. Also show concrete examples with actual food.
Worksheet 3






Fats, Oils & Sweets
UIEIPAR_LY
KEY
C Fat (naturally occurring and added)
IISugars (added)
These symbols show fats and added sugars" foods.
Meat, Poultry, Fish, Dry Beans,

















Have students create a play about being homeless and act it out.
Objectives: Students will ...
Discuss what being homeless might be like.
Create a scenario in which they must deal with being homeless.




Discuss some of the hardships that homeless people face every day. Try to get the
children to empathize with these people. Have students think of examples of situations that a
homeless person might be in. Have the students reflect on how they might feel in a similar
situation.
Guided Practice:
With one child, pretend that you are the homeless parent. You are living on the street and
it is getting cold. Begin by saying, "It is so cold. What should we do?" Then let the student
respond. Improvise a short scene together.
Independent Practice:
Separate the students into groups of three or four. Each group will have five minutes to
decide what they will act out. They will be given as little or as much time needed to complete
their skit.
Apply a K-12 Internet Reference Center.
Take an online field trip about homelessness. Allow students to take an in-school, online field
trip by referring to this address ''http://home.earthlink.net/-nibroc/thinkquest.html
A follow-up summary
Write a report about the accomplishments or projects that the school achieved and send it to the
school or local newspaper.
Sources
B.E.L.P.
Nicole Corbin, Sarah Pribish, Peter van der Heide
http://home.earthlink.net/-nibroc/mainpage.html
Food was hard to come by and we spent our days rummaging through
dumpsters in search of aluminum cans. We would take our treasures to the grocery
store and turn them in to be recycled for about 30 cents per pound. This would
usually give us enough money to buy something to eat. Often it was a 25 cent
package of peanut butter crackers or a glazed donut with a small carton of milk.
After a few weeks of living like this, we heard on the news that a major
snow storm was coming in. This was the infamous 'blizzard of '82'. We were at
risk of freezing to death. My mother decided to pretend that she was a battered
wife so that we could go to a battered-women's shelter across town. The entire
experience was horrible.
I become distraught when I hear of other children living in poor conditions.
I am in a state of poverty and cannot donate money toward alleviating this
problem, so I have chosen to write. I want to give hope to homeless children and
empower them. I would gladly go through it all over again if I knew that my
experiences could help even one struggling child.
The Writing Process
Writing has always been a passion of mine. I do not know if I have any
talent, but I love to write. I have always used writing to vent my frustrations and
express my feelings that I am not able to out loud. Over the last few years I have
been inspired by several books. I realize that many others are inspired by reading,
as well. I realized that writing my story just might help someone else in a similar
situation. Maybe my writing could inspire someone else. What an amazing
thought!
I set forth to write this book with no idea of what to do. I knew nothing
about writing children's literature and even less about publishing a book. I had
always known that I wanted to write, but I didn't know how to begin. The words
would flow, but I would give up easily. I had many ideas in my mind, but what
would I do with them? I had a lot to learn about the field. I began to search for
information on how to be a writer, but it somehow always fell by the wayside
when I became too burdened with my schoolwork.
I fmally began this project somewhat by accident. During my studies of
Elementary Education at NIU I had to take a class on children's literature. I had
heard horror stories about the work load and perfectionism of Dr. Tomlinson. I
was scared stiff. The work was very time-consuming. But something happened
that I didn't expect. I began to enjoy the books I was reading. I also enjoyed
critiquing them. By the end of the semester I loved reading for the first time in my
life. I could also easily identify a quality children's book. Dr. Tomlinson has done
a great deal of work in the field of children's literature. He is extremely
knowledgeable and has a passion for the subject.
Dr. Tomlinson's knowledge and love of books inspired me. He was a
fantastic professor and I thoroughly enjoyed the work he assigned. He made me
feel that I could try writing a children's book. I now knew the necessary literary
elements and I had read many examples. I studied the use of language and art to
tell a story. I learned about age-appropriate literature and various genres. It all
began to fall into place. I was beginning to understand writing.
I began writing anything that came to mind. I wrote poetry, short stories,
and articles. I never had the nerve to send anything in for publication. I knew I had
a great deal to learn and still did not know if I had any talent. I had a difficult time
really reaching inside myself to let my feelings express themselves through my
writing. In essence, I wasn't emotionally ready to face my demons.
As a part of my honors studies at NIU I had to complete a senior capstone
project. I had planned on doing a research study for psychology. I felt that this
would be more substantive than anything having to do with Elementary Education.
I contemplated many possible studies. I talked to various professors about working
with them. Nothing seemed right, though. These ideas didn't click. It wasn't until
the last few weeks of Dr. Tomlinson's class that it finally came to me. I would use
my background in psychology and education paired with my childhood
experiences to write a book for children which would help them emotionally heal
from their painful experiences.
Incorporating children's literature into the school curriculum can create a
coherent and enjoyable learning atmosphere for students. Linking the major
subject areas to the content of a novel helps to integrate the concepts which are
normally learned separately from each other in the classroom. Many historical
fiction novels are very well written and tie in many pieces of factual information
from history. These books often are rooted in fact, but portray a fictional account
of the events. This often adds a sense of humanity to historical events and allows
students to make personal connections to the material. (Tunnell pg. 1-10)
When looking for books to review which were written about homelessness,
I found something I did not expect. I found a couple of picture books on
homelessness and a few novels. I had expected to find a great number of books for
children dealing with homelessness. I found no transitional books in this subject. I
decided that this was the level at which I would aim my book.
A transitional book is on which is aimed at children between the ages of
eight and eleven years of age. This age group is made of children who have gained
some reading skill, but still cannot master a novel. The print is larger than a
traditional novel and there are fewer words per page, around 150. There are far
fewer pictures than are found in a picture book, about one every three pages or so.
There is also significantly more text. These books also introduce the concept of the
chapter by dividing the text into chapters. The text itself, however, is no less
colorful or interesting than that found in picture books. The vocabulary should be
My next dilemma was to choose which of my many painful childhood
experiences I would write about. I read in a textbook about children who were
being educated in the public schools and were homeless. I realized that these
children have a very difficult time obtaining an education. I also remember how
hopeless everything seemed. I wanted to reach out to these children.
Another concern was that children from higher socioeconomic backgrounds
knew nothing of the plight of homeless people. I felt that educating people about
home1essness might make them want to help. It is so important that school aged
children know that people in our own society are still living in poverty. These
social issues are not just in far off third-world countries. They are right here in our
own backyard. Children need to learn to view the world from someone else's
viewpoint. They need to learn empathy. They need to learn to care.
I feel that the best way to accomplish all of these goals is to teach about
social issues. Many wonderful books have been written about many different
issues. Such books fall into the genre of realistic fiction, in which the plot is based
on someone or something which could actually happen in life (Tomlinson and
Lynch-Brown pg. 130). Number the Stars by Lois Lowry tells the story of a young
girl caught up in the politics of the Holocaust. The Slave Dancer by Paula Fox
describes the atrocities of the slave trade. Dear Mr. Henshaw tells the story of a
young boy dealing with the divorce of his parents. These are just a few of the
many hundreds of books written on social issues for children.
relatively simple as well as the sentence structure. (Tomlinson and Lynch-Brown
pgs.75-76)
I immediately realized that my book would fall into the realistic fiction
genre. Because of this there were many literary elements and guidelines that I
needed to keep in mind as I wrote. The most important idea in my mind was to
keep the book from becoming a problem novel. This is a novel which is inundated
with social problems. These are often written by someone who is merely trying to
preach about a particular issue. These books often do not have very well
developed characters or plots. At times they are also highly biased towards the
author's point of view. (Tomlinson and Lynch-Brown pg. 130)
Realistic fiction may have similar concepts to problem novels, but the story
is not overwhelmed by the issues. These books do often portray adverse situations,
but not in a way which leaches hope from the reader. They also may have themes
which suggest moral values, but are not the central idea of the book. The story line
should be believable from a child's point of view. Children will not accept a story
as realistic if it contains impossibilities. One crucial element for my writing is that
I portray the good with the bad. I try to keep appropriate emotions balanced with
humor and happiness. After all, no one's life is without any moment, however
briefit may be, of happiness. (Tomlinson and Lynch-Brown pg. 131)
Until the publication of Robinson Crusoe by Daniel Defoe in 1719, realistic
fiction was mostly written portraying good little boys and girls who lived their
lived doing good and helping others. The advent of the adventure story changed
children's literature forever. Such stories were so well enjoyed that an entire genre
was born. In 1744 realistic fiction books began to be published by John Newberry.
From this sprung many adventure stories which are still popular today. (Tomlinson
and Lynch-Brown pg. 133)
According to Uri Shulevitz, the common theme in all stories is that of
change. I all stories there is change, whether it be in the main character,
surrounding circumstances, or setting. My story involves change in the main
character's social circumstances. Such change in a story can be temporary,
permanent, or ever evolving. The beginning of the change involves the reason for
the change. In my story the reason for the change is the fact that Hope's mother
loses her job. The middle of the story involves the process, or main action, of the
change. The main action of Hope's Haven occurs when the weather begins to
worsen and Hope's mother is afraid of freezing to death. The end is the resolution
to the change. Hope and her mother find a shelter which gives them the basic
necessities that they have been lacking. A good story should tie all parts back into
one another. (Shulevitz pg. 47-50)
In a normal picture book the pictures should be able to tell the story without
the words to some extent (Shulevitz pg. 33). In fact, a quality picture book should
be written and illustrated so that the pictures are essential to understanding the
story (Tomlinson and Lynch-Brown pg. 68). A transitional book, however, has
fewer illustrations. Therefore, the illustrations should add to the feeling of the
book. They may depict scenes directly from the story or may tell additional
information which is not directly stated in the story line. I wanted my illustrations
to fulfill a little of both of these purposes.
In order to get a feel for how to write a children's book on homelessness, I
read as many as I could find. I read picture books and novels of varying difficulty.
I paid close attention to the wording used, the story progression, and the role and
technique of the illustrations, if there were any in the book. (see Literary Reviews)
I began my writing process by brainstorming ideas. I tried to remember the
events which had impacted me the most, but wouldn't be too distressing to a
young reader. I wanted to make sure and keep a high level of realism, though. I
did not want to water down the facts. I took my ideas and organized them into a
crude outline.
As I began to type I found myself dryly telling my story. I realized
that in order to write a good story, I needed to dig within myself. I needed to feel
what I felt on those cold winter days. These are feelings which I never had dealt
with before. I found myself in a quiet, dark room in front of my glowing, blank
computer screen. I began to type. My thoughts and emotions began to flow, along
with my tears.
The writing process took a great deal of time and energy. I found that I
could only write in the dark. I also required complete silence to form my thoughts.
I spent several hours each night writing and revising. I carefully chose my words
to convey my thoughts in a manner which would evoke feelings in all of the
senses. I tried to use wordage which would call upon memory from readers' past
expenences.
I wanted to ensure that my dialogue was realistic and smooth. I had my
daughter read a few lines from time to time to see how they would sound coming
from a young girl. I was happy with the sound and flow of the dialogue. It sounded
natural. I based much of the dialogue on actual conversations that I had with my
mother during the time period of the story. I tried to recall the language that I used
as an eight year old girl. I also listened to my daughter speak to ensure that my
slang was current.
While writing my manuscript I tried to remember the reading level of my
readers when choosing words. I wanted each paragraph to have many recognizable
words along with a few more difficult vocabulary words. This makes use of the
students' sight-word knowledge as well as introducing new words into their
repertoire. I feel that the best use for the book in the classroom is as a read-aloud.
The teacher can read the book to the class and stop when needed to summarize and
ask questions. Subsequent readings by individual students may be encouraged.
Having heard the book read aloud by the teacher will give them the background
with which to decode unfamiliar words.
This unit is meant as an introduction to the world of the homeless while
simultaneously teaching and emphasizing academic skills. The concepts of
academic and social education are combined in such a way that both can be taught
without taking valuable classroom time away from one or the other. This type of
lesson allows teachers to cover a maximum amount of material in the small
amount of time we are given with our students. The academic and social education
that we are expected to provide our students is achieved in one stroke.
Publication
The road to publication has been long and confusing. I have read many
books by many different authors and companies. There seems to be no widely
accepted method of submitting a manuscript for publication. Some see a query
letter prior to manuscript submission as mandatory. Others feel it is a waste of
time and paper if you already know that the publisher in question accepts
unsolicited manuscripts. Some say that you must enclose a cover letter with your
manuscript. Others believe that if your work needs a cover letter, then it is not
ready to be published (Sueling pg. 120).
A traditional manuscript submission seems to entail a mass of paperwork.
The first task seems to be writing and sending the query letter. The query letter
should be a professional sounding advertisement for you book (Cupito and Fiertag
pg. 188). This letter is intended to spark the interest of the prospective editor and
make them want to read your book. Since I am submitting to companies which
accept unsolicited manuscripts I have decided not to send a query letter. For a
children's early reader fiction of 24 pages, it seems unnecessary.
The next order of business is the cover letter. While some adamantly
oppose the inclusion of a cover letter, I have decided to include one with my
manuscript. The cover letter serves to greet you editor, provide a short
advertisement for the book, and to introduce the author. I think that opening an
envelope to fmd a manuscript with no background information would be irritating.
My cover letter will serve the purpose of both a query letter and a cover letter. It
will also serve to give me peace-of-mind.
For the format of my manuscript I looked a many sources. I decided to use
The Writer's Digest Guide to Manuscript Formats by Dian Buchman and Seli
Groves. This book provided formats for many different types of writing. I used the
fiction novel format. This includes a cover page with the author's contact
information. The title is written about 113of the way down the page. The first page
of each chapter also begins one-third of the way down the page. This makes for
clear cut-offs between chapters and easier reading for the editor. (Buchman and
Groves pgs. 53-73)
The task of finding publishers who would be interested in the type of book
that I was writing was daunting. I purchased The Writer's Market and began to
read through each company's entry. Listed were the type of books published by
the company, the number published per year, the editor's name, and contact
information. Some entries also listed the amount of money that the publisher was
willing to pay for a piece of work. One very important piece of information was
how they accepted manuscripts. Each entry told whether or not the publisher
would accept unsolicited or multiple submission manuscripts. Another issue was
whether or not a company would accept works from first-time authors or authors
without an agent. All of these pieces of information are crucial in the decision of
where to send a manuscript. (Holmes and Dickerson pg. 1-10)
Curriculum
Since my purpose in writing this book was to educate children about
poverty and homelessness it was necessary to create a unit of study to accompany
the book. I wrote the book as a transitional book and, therefore, decided to aim the
lessons at the age group that would most likely be reading the book. I decided to
focus the unit on second grade.
My first task in creating my unit was to create a rough outline of possible
activities that I would include. I wanted the unit to be a week-long,
interdisciplinary unit on homelessness. I began by writing a list of activities and
coordinating them with the subject areas. I made sure that each subject area was
sufficiently represented.
For each activity I wrote my objectives for student learning. This is the first
of four key elements which need to be included in every lesson plan. Each
objective had to be written as an action statement. Each of these goals also had to
be assessable. I began each statement with the phrase, "students will .... " These
objectives formed the basic structure for my lessons.
At this point I began to align my lessons with the Illinois education
standards. Since each lesson was meant to be interdisciplinary in nature I included
coordinating goals and benchmarks from all of the major academic areas. I also
checked as I went to make sure that all subject areas were represented in ways
which aligned with their standards. Since this was only a one-week unit I had
flexibility as to which standards I did or did not include.
The next important aspect of my lesson plans was the process. This is the
list of instructions which tell the teacher what to do and when to do it. This is
necessary for organization and implementation. The process also makes the lesson
plan readable for other teachers who might want to use it.
A thorough materials list is included for each lesson plan. This allows for
planning and set-up. Preparation for a lesson is crucial for it to run smoothly. The
teacher must have all needed materials available and accessible for the children.
Having to take time during a lesson to find and set up materials leaves lag time.
This allows students the opportunity to misbehave. This also takes away from the
amount of time-on-task that a class has to spend on the lesson.
Assessment is a major part of the lesson plan. For this unit I have left the
assessment as mostly observation and performance-based assessment. The
worksheets can be graded for accuracy or for completion. The importance of this
particular unit, though, is the learning process itself. It is difficult to quantify
performance in such a situation. The quality of each student's participation is
much more important. One possible method of assessment is to create a class
roster and place checkmarks next to a student name when they are on-task. A
minus may be placed instead for off-task behavior. A numeric value may be
created for each of the symbols and averaged at the end of the unit for a
participation grade.
To fulfill my requirement of including all subject areas I designed each
lesson to address multiple subjects. For example, the meal plan incorporates
nutritional information. This ties in to science and health. The students must also
use mathematical skills to figure out serving sizes and the total amount needed of
each item.
The sketch-to-stretch plan also incorporates several subjects. The lesson
opens in reading with the teacher reading the book to the students. The students
must then use their artistic skills to create a drawing of their favorite scene.
Writing comes into play when the student must write a sentence to explain their
drawing. With all of the lessons taken into account, every major subject area is
addressed in this unit.
This unit was intended to educate young children about the plight of the
homeless in America today. This unit accomplishes this goal while also teaching
necessary academic skills. Factual information is presented without becoming too
disturbing for young children. It is also realistic and does not water down
important social information.
Conclusion
The process of writing Hope's Haven has been an incredible learning
experience. It has also been a tremendous device for healing old wounds. I have
learned not only the academic aspect, but also the emotional commitment
necessary for writing. The creation of Hope's Haven has provided me with an
emotional outlet and an academic background which will help me to become a
good writer.
Through my research and coursework at NIU I have learned many valuable
things about writing for children. I now realize that writing for children is just as
difficult a task as writing for adults. I have the background knowledge of
children's literature that allows me to produce quality story lines and characters.
While more education will be needed, I feel that I have a satisfactory foundation
upon which I can add detail.
When I began this project I knew nothing of publishing a piece of writing. I
have learned the mechanics behind writing and the guidelines for putting together
a complete manuscript. Additionally, I have found many publishers whose needs
correlate well with the functions of my book. I feel confident in being able to
produce a manuscript and submit it to the appropriate publishing house.
While creating the unit which accompanies my book, I have further
developed my curriculum planning and implementation skills. The lessons
included in this unit revolve around one piece of realistic fiction for children. This
gives the unit coherence between each of the subject areas it incorporates. Each
lesson is aligned with the Illinois state standards for education and includes the
essential elements of a quality lesson plan.
Writing Hope's Haven.has been a rewarding experience. I have learned so
much about the process of writing a book. I have also learned a great deal about
utilizing children's literature as a vehicle for integrating subject areas. Even if the
book is never published, I will forever be glad that I embarked on this journey. I
have healed old wounds and learned what it takes to be a good writer
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